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Condon waited to hear no more, but started to follow her 
The track was rough and slippeiy, thoeUbt was changing in­
to steady snow, and the darkness was intense, but he stumb­
led on with all speed, and presently thought he saw some one 
ahead. He hallooed, but the wind drowned his voice, and he 
seemed to gain nothing upon the figure. Until suddenly it 
disappeared, and the next instant, bo deceiving wad -distance 
in the snow, a woman rose up from almost under hie feet.

“Hilda !** he exclaimed,
“Who is it? Mr. Condon ? Oh, l am so glad T v «
“Are you hurt V was hie anxious questioeu ,

when my property in San Francisco was burned, and I came 
back as poverty stricken as ever, 1 had little difficulty In find­
ing a position on the press, and was fortunate enough to get 
into the same office with my old time chum.

Condon had hardly changed his status. He was the regular 
Wall Street reporter now, and on a salary, but spent most of 
his energy in writing critical essays and in the study of politi- 
tical economy. For politics, In the abstract,.he bad a pro­
found admiration ; for ward caucuses, party machinery, and 
Congressional wrangling» an intense disgust He therefore 
might have occupied a far more prominent place In metro­
politan journalism if he had not persistently chosen to keep 
this position, which suited him and favored his pet study. 
He seemed indifferent and indolent, and was so in many re­
spects, for he loved quiet and his mood ; yet vrhen an emer­
gency rose, he could summon tremendous activity. He car­
ried about with him always much latent power.

Changes in hie affairs contributed to this gentlemanly and 
studious neglect of stirring work. The death of his aunt left 
him with the little house in which they had lived and a com­
fortable income, and a staid old lady became his house­
keeper.

As for Elsie, she had become the pet of the household, and 
Walter always ispoke of her as his little sister. His aunt left 
a special bequest providing for her education, and she was 
happy at the boarding school up the Hudson.

So affairs went on. The purity of our September climate 
faded into sere October, and chilling airs bore premonition of 
winter. One day we were all in the office, awaiting assign­
ments for the afternoon, when the hall boy brought in a visi­
tor card. The editor glanced at it, grumbling at the inter­
ruption, and tossed it tow ard Walter, calling out, “Go sec 
what she wants, Condon.*’

Walter growled some anathema on the head of the whole 
female sex—I think we were all in had humor that morning 
—and took the card. I saw it.
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“No/ she said, "but very tired and the clung to hie arm. 

her form «baking with fatigue and excitement and qomL 
overcoat was off in an instant, and wrapped ground her. 
Then he supported her firmly, and etarttd on, for «1» -would 
not go back 'in ort* tot hoe _

“There are no made on these meadows." heeaid. “We 
must walk back all the way to the ferry, for it wul not do to 
stand still in this storm. Can you endure fbtir iiiilee of this? * 

“With your help, I think so/* she replied ; and they etrtigg 
led on. Suddenly stopped. “Yonr report, Mr. Omion ! 
What will you write! Yon must go back-.*

He stopped also, hot to lo d his unwieldy ulster more close­
ly about her slight, thinly elad form. ,,

“I did not come for news. I came for you."
Site only held more tightly to his arm, murmuring. " ! «-as 

>retty badly frightened," ehd walked on. Net far, however, 
or that moment they descried the relief train returning to the 

city with the wounded, and, managing to make the engineer 
hear tlieir cries, were taken on hoard.

(To he continued.>
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"Home, Sweet Home."

A REPORTER’S ROMANCE.
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Waiter Condon and I-reporters for two morning newspap­
ers in the city of New York—were nearing the end of «ur 
long rbnnd of visiting police stations in search of news, as the 
clocks were making ready to strike twelve. Turning out of 
Pearl Street, where the bitter wind of this January midnight 
was driving line icy snow into our chilled faces, the green sig­
nal lanterns before the door of our last station showed us a 
hospital ambulance standing there. Hastening to enter we 
found, lying on the floor of the back office, with an ugly 
wound in hie head, a man whose face we had often seen in 
the cells for thieving, and whose busmess was to peddle 
sweetmeats among the concert saloons and sailors* resorts ex­
isting in such terrible abundance between Chatham Street 
and the East River. The surgeon thought the man would 
not live, but ordered him removed to a hospital. At that 
moment the front door was opened timidly, and a small 
voioe asked. “P.ease. sir, is he dead?*

“No, he ’ain’t croaked yet, but he will ’fore long,” answered 
the glum door-man. Then, seeing the scared,pitiful little face, 
he added, more kindly, “What do you want with old Baldwin,

dun know, sir. He was my uncle, and Big-nosed Jim 
told me he was killed.” And she began to cry.

NoW there was something so uncommonly friendless in the 
appearance of this ragged,barti-headed little girl crying silent­
ly by the door, not offering to come near the unconscious 
man; nor wailihg loudly, as is the custom of street children in 
trouble, and something so pathetic in her soft voioe, that we 
began to question her, but had got no farther than to find 
out tbat her name was Elsie, and that she had lived with 
Baldwin for à long time, but she thought not always, for she 
remembered playing with a beautiful young lady in a fine 
bouse ‘‘where it us alters warm, you bet?" sbè exclaimed, 
spreading her blue hands out before the great coal stove,when 
the dobr opened again, and a policeman pushed in before him 
au bid hag, blear-ejed, half dressed, and furious with anger. 
At the abriit of her the little waif broke her story short off, 
and crept trembi ingly .over to the farthest corner, begging us 
piW>utiy hot to let the woman Lake her.

“Ajrah !” shrieked the beldam. “Jist let me git a hold on 
yéz jurist, and I'll—**

But her threat was lost as she wras hurried back to her 
stone bedroom. Then the dying old sinner was carried to 
thé ambulance, and it rattled off to the relief hospital, where 
Baldwin’s name was entered upon the deatb-roil before an­
other sunset. e

Meanwhile Conden was trying to oomfort the girl. Elsie 
told him about a long journey, and that afterward Baldwin 
had made her go about with him at night and ting in the sa­
loons, had forced her to beg for nearly ail her food and for the 
rags she call&i clothes, and to pick over the ashes in street 
barrels for gleanings of coal to burn in the broken stove that 
warmed his garret. Elsie explained her terror in the pres­
ence of the woman by saying that Baldwin had sometimes 
left her in the beldam’s charge, when she had been beaten 
shamefully. CoiidOn always thought this woman could have 
told him more alxjut Elsie, but not feeling it strongly at the 
time, lie never afterward was able to discover her.

The story Walter won from the little stranger touched him 
deeply, used as he was—and as we all come to be—to the woes 
of the poor in the metropolis ; and most of all when, her con­
fidence fully won, she said, «imply, “I’ll ting for you,” and be 
gan a pretty melody, while we all listened to the sweet tones 
so strange in a police office ; then, I think, his mind must 
have been decided, for when the bluff sergeant called out, 
“Well, what shall bed me with the kid?” Condon’s answer 
was quick, ♦‘I'll take care of her.”

“To-night, Tom,” he explained to me, “1 think she had 
bettes* go to a hotel, and ta-morrow I'll take her home.”

“And a fine tune you’ll have of it !” was my thought ; but I 
said. “Oh, certainly,” so off we went to a small German hotel 
we knew of, and put the little waif to bed.

Waller lived up in the Eighth Ward, with an aunt, who 
good old «oui, but had rather more acridity mixed with 

her affection than any of us liked. It was a snug little home 
though, and the young man had good reasons to suppose he 
would succeed to its ownership.

1 did not sec Condon until the following evening at the 
Press Club, and Ï was very anxious to know how he felt about 
his generous act. after sleeping on it, and moreover, how he 
had introduced his ward to bis aunt. 1 rather expected the 
complete dissapointment of my enthusiastic friend s plans. 

Jjle told me all about it at once. Elsie had been rather dis­
trustful of him in the morning, but took a childish delight in 

the new clothes he had bought for her.
e<She only needed some color in her cheeks, ’ he averred, 

warmly, “to make her a positively pretty gi 1. But her com­
fortless look was an advantage in one respect, for it softened a 
little the muscular heart of that excellent old aunt of mine, 
and 1 believe Elsie will really win her. By jove ! I hope

Elsie did win her, and although at first her ignorance and 
street manners annoyed the old lady a great deal, she was 
partly coaxed and partly forced to be patient with the girl, 
and Elsie rapidly refined.

Frankness and Reserve. 'yuj af iifiA ,
It is curious with whs* avidity we form irnpres 

aiona of others, how frequently wa treat ethers 
coldly by reason of hastily formed and arbitrary 
opinions originally conceived by them ; how our 
imperfect knowledge of partial acquaintance» 
causes ua often to misunderstand and fail *0 ap­
preciate them.

Primary opinions formed of others 
abandoned, never entirely obliterated 
pie always produce a favora" * 
invariably leave something to 
The manners of some are « 
bow courteously, smile pleasantly,,1 speak cheerily'; 
a warmth and glow pervades them, which extends 
to others, and they throw q unread vitf°r 
their words and acts that nevdr fails to attract. 
They enter warmly into our projects, speak on top­
ics of interest to us, adapt themselves Immediately 
to every subject of discussion, gnd, rqnder them­
selves uniformly agreeable. , M '.V, i?

This geniality of manner and bearibg renders 
domestic life enjoyable, and adds zest to every 
social enjoyment ; it makes the household, «i» well 
as the ball-room, resound wit&jj&iroiM^Msrand 
enjoyments ; makes happy many t tome, and fra-

therwise 
hqughta, 
, washes 
andiur-

Miss Hilda Brand,

written in a firm, upright, feminine hand, with no waste of 
ink in flourishes. Rising indolently, he sauntered out to the 
anteroom, leaving the door ajar, and thus permitting a 
glimpse of the lady—a rather young and slender woman .with 
a sweet and serious face, no dimples nor long eyelashes, but 
a clear complexion, gray eyes full of purity and earnestness, 
and thin lips expressing self-reliance and strength She was 
very plainly attired in dark clothing, and her simple hat was 
concealed in the folds of a veil.

Condon bowed in the attitude of sincere respect he held for 
for women—an attention to theii every word that had capti­
vated many a one by its subtle flattery—And asked how ho 
could serve her in place of Mr. Bruencll, whose excuses he 
presented.

“Thank you,” she replied ; ‘*1 am seeking employment as a 
stenographer. I have had experience in taking the proceed­
ings of Congressional committees at Washington, and hope 
to be able to avail myself of newspaper woik here. I can re­
fer-** - .

i
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ibiiterateu. some peo-
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“It’s not necessary,** Walter interrupted. “Reporting for 
ns is a question of present ability rather than of anteced­
ents.” He was looking at her sharply, and I thought 1 saw 
her lip tremble at his austere and business like manner. 
Perhaps he saw it too, for he added, more kindly, “we liave 
never made use of any feminine skill, but if you will wait a 
moment, I will consult with Mr. Bruenell."

It was soon understood among us that the fair stenographer 
was to be a member of the staff. She came, and did her work 
well. We readily got acquainted with her, but could never 
be familiar at all, and I believe that men generally dis­
liked her. She was rather too mysterions to please us. Oon- 
don seemed to pay less attention to her than any one else ; 
but one dark night when she had been kept until ten o’clock, 
and it had come on to rain, Condon remarked ; “I will give 
you the shelter of my umbrella to the car, Miss Brand,” and 
went in spite of her protest—a piece of solid audacity three 
reporters I knew of had ignominiously failed in within a fort­
night

Condon had a way of quietly taking possession of every 
lady he chose to speak to, as though he knew precisely what 
they warned to do and ought to do far better than they did 
themselves ; and this firm, quiet, polite persistence they gen­
erally found irresistible, knowing he would not be irritated 
by a rebuff.

One day there was to he an important inquest at Newark 
upon the cause of a fatal boiler explosion some days previous, 
and Miss Brand was sent down to take a short-band report of 
the proceedings. She was expected to return between nine 
and ten o’clock in the evening. It was the 17th of March, 
and a coid, snowy day—the ugliest end of winter. After our 
early evening dinner Condon went over to Jersey City on an 
errand, and returning about nine o’clock, heard at Cortlandt 
Street that a railway train had fallen through a brid/e on the 
Meadows. He glanced at his watch. “It’s her train,'* he 
said to himself, with a chill feeling about the heart, and, 
hastened by impulse rather than controlled by purpose, he 
ran across to the next wharf and leaped upon a boat, just leav­
ing the slip.

Now he had time to think. The night was cold, and the 
icy wind from down the bay swept before it snow and sleet, 
which rattled on the roof of the cabin, and slammed the doors 
with changing gusts. The storm was dense as a fog, and 
Condon found himself chafing with a nervoue haste quite un­
usual to him, as the ferry boat stoped again and again in the 
ice, w histling her hoarse warning. He went out on deck and 
peered into the murky night, but got little consolation. 
Vexed with himself for feeling so much concern, it never oc­
curred to him that ordinary humanity would require him to 
go on such an errand as this ; that the fraternal interest of 
journalistic association would demand that he do what ser­
vice he could to a sister reporter. He only saw possible 
harm to her individually. He called her “Hilda” in his 
thought, and not “Miss Brand," as always hitherto.

An engine and some cars were waiting to take the surgeons 
down to the wreck, and upon representing himself to be a re­
porter, Walter received a grudging permission to go also. 
The short ride ended, Condon was the finit to alight and 
hurry toward a fire built by the ruined bridge, for there was 
no 8 îelter near except a single overcrowded coach. He scan­
ned the group of fingers around the blaze. Miss Brand was 
not among them. Trembling with excitement, he caught a 
b akemau’s arm, and hurriedly described her.

• She's all O K, Sir !—not a scratch—I know her- just
tarted to the city dow n the track -couldn’t hold her "

dries up the turbid stream of molsnchol 
away the hundreds of daily aggravations 
nishes relief to the worried eoul,^, ' ’ . , ,

This spontaniety is found everywhere—among 
the rich and poor, old and young, thoughtful and 
otherwise. It create» the urbanity of the st 
man, the influence of the popular iepder, the 
vity of the diplomat, the inspiration of the au 
and the courtesy of the true gentleman. It i

ktes-
sua-

vity of the diplomat, the inspiration of the auth 
and the courtesy of the true gentleman..; ,?*, »* 1 
most positive adornment of domestic life, and the 
surest guarantee of a pleasant home, Jn, 1 
is the most remarkable, rendering their manners 
charming, their devotion spontaneous, and their 
conversation rapid, brilliant and vivafcloUS. It has 
the most influence in rendering them ever welcome 
and beloved. Could all but estimate so valuable 
an acquisition, none would disregard, it, ànd. our 
daily enjoyments would be greatly augmented and 
increased thereby.

Jouir Hillings (*n Marriage.—Byawl means 
Joe get married, if you have a fair show, ; Don’t 
stand shivering on the bank, but pitch rit» in and 
stick your head under and ehiver it out, There 
ain’t any more trick in getting married tharen the 
is in eating peanut*. Many a.man ha» stood shiv­
ering on the shore until the river, run ont». Don’t 
expect to marry an angel, they have been all pick­
ed up long ago. Bemember Joe, you hain't a saint 
yourself. Do not marry for beauty exclusively ; 
beauty is like ice, awfully slippery and thaws 
dreadfully easy. Don’t marry for luv neither ; lav 
is like a cooking stove, good for nothing when the 
fuel gives out. But let the mixture be some beau­
ty, becomingly dressed, with ebont two hundred 
and lifty dollars in her pocket, egudepeller, handy 
and neat in the house, plenty of good senses tuff 
constitution and by-laws, small feet, a light step ;

■ add to this sound teeth and a warm heart. The 
mixture will keep in any climate and will not 
evaporate. Don’t marry for pedigree .unie»» it's 
backed by bank-notes. A family with nothing but 
pedigree generally lacks sense,

or,
the

n it

so."

II
" Not long after this I left New York and went to California 
for five years. I could tell you some stories about that too, if 
1 bad time ; but no matter. I kept up a sort of connection 
with the newspapers through coirespondence, and therefore
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